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In the mean time, there came two Hano-
verians, dirty, ill-dressed, and from their manner
and appearance vulgar men,. who addressed me
in French, to know if I was really an English-
man, Next came the Portuguese servant of
Mr. Bankes, who was in the neighbourhood, to
ask me, in broken English, all the same questions
over again, by which time my letter was pro-
duced, and sent in to the, old superior.
All was instantly changed: the President of
Nazareth, I know not why, having warmly
recommended me to his holy care and protec-
tion, as a " Milord Inglese, richissimo, affa-
bilissimo, ed anche dottissimo," messengers
were sent out to escort me into the hall of re-
ception, where I met a hearty welcome from
four or five of the heads of the church in a cir-
cular dome-built library. Sweetmeats and cor-
dials were served; 1 was hailed as "benvenuto"
by every voice; and, shabby as my appearance
was, the respect which was paid to me could not
have been exceeded, even to a prince.
Supper was prepared for me, and I was con-
ducted to the room occupied by Mr. Bankes,
in which there were three beds, as this was the
best room, and as such was generally appropri-
ated to travellers of distinction. On the doors
and windows here, among other names carved
with great care, those most familiar to me, were
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